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Then would the scowling Sikh growl out
a gruff kJidbardar!* and tell him to go
on with his work.
Our suspicions may have been unjust;
and the fact may have been only a coin-
cidence. Nevertheless it was a fact that
no more unpleasant symptoms attacked
any of us after our meals. On the whole,
we thought it fair to give the cook the
benefit of the doubt; and we seized the
first opportunity of dispensing with his
services.
We were beginning to flatter ourselves
that the watch on the Ganges kept by
our police auxiliaries was altogether too
stringent for the enterprise of the rebels;
but we were mistaken. It so happened
that one morning Sandeman and I rode
round the picquets together. For some
distance all was apparently quiet on the
river; and no report of anything un-
usual was made by any of the police
posts. We had just arrived close to one
of them, when to our astonishment we
suddenly came upon the broad and fresh
* Beware.